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SARAH JEFFERSON 


1 know Pm not all you suspected 

In my stride you detected some relentless contraceptive 

I refuse to impregnate myself with your demands 

A need you'll never understand 

By being a man, a product of Adam, 

Vou lay claim to inherent commands 
I reject to being a woman of has been 
As a product of Eve, I perceive inequalities 
Elements of injustice that collide morally 
See, I too have wonders waiting to be rectified 
Stuck way down deep inside with no where else to hide 
Ready to burst from this curse of tyrannical force 
Outright discourse denied 

But Pve got too much pride to hold back what has been denied 
To ignore what's inside 
1 won't say I'm purified 

But what you claim to see on the outside isn’t truly me 

I'm a figment of your mind's mentality 

Vou're unable to see bilaterally 

While unilaterally in your eyes I'm not free 

But constrained under fronts of what a women’s meant to be 

Inherently, I believe in equality 

But it's hard to see past societies 1 tendencies to distort minorities 

I blame the media for daringly defying the truth in me 

The right to be unique and unbound independently 

l continue to perceive myself through unbiased eyes 

But what worth does this birth if perception is the eye beholders girth? 

I put forth this dilemma of misperceptions as grounds for insurrection 

I will not be denied my individuality 

My right for outright equality 

My potential to be me 
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Eight Ways to Loue Vou 

I hold eight ways to unleash my love for you: 

My words frozen deep in damnation 
fear of distorted utterance 
spewing syllables singed by sin 
My eyes are known to Ire 

to weep misunderstanding’s countless broken blinks 
to shut, to shutter, to shake at iris' encounter 
My admiration remains unpronounceable 

how to spell out such an existence of courage 
while 1 myself grip iron bars of irony 
and swallow back my own stuttered strength 
My dreams disappear as 1 wake 

cause reality to reject rounds of romance 
a single shot twists me into sluggish sleep 
tossing and turning with condition at my side 
My form wavers at the meshing of skin 

my hand heavy upon your murmuring stomach 
language between our legs lulls me helplessly beyond limits of logic 
My secrets creep lethargically 

stop to point out why even trust at its finest is untrustworthy 
why you would be the one which to communicate my synthesis 
Even my silence, clear and comfortable, takes on a murky hue 
When 1 think of loving you 

The eighth and final way, my forgiveness, cannot forget 
So I am left with you 
With love 

And without expression 
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KIMBERLY BARTHOLOMEW 

A Woman’s Way 



mfaed medium 


Kimberly Bartholomew is the Administrative Assistant in the Col- 
lege of Business & Economics Dean's Office an a current student of 
Cedar Crest College, majoring in Art with a minor in Writing. 
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While vacationing in Wildwood 2 summers ago , / found a plastic, 
hollow bached, bihini form, sadly discarded next to a dumpster full of 
trash. Something about it touched me; it seemed forlorn, forgotten, left 
behind. 


It started out fresh and new, daintily dad in a scanty, beautiful 
bihini, proudly on display for all to see. After several seasons, it's 
newness and freshness became scarred and worn. Placed behind other 
newer forms, donned in last year's apparel, it's scars and blemishes were 
hidden from the public eye. Upon such a sad occasion, the form was gladly 
discarded, replaced with the new. 


This form reminded me of how the life cycle of women can sometimes be 
seen. / decided to dedicate this lonely form to all the women of the 
world. Women of all ages and ethnic background, in colors that celebrate 
what we all are - BEAUTIFUL! 

On the chest of the form is a tree, showing "Life" in it's bough and "Death" in 
it's roots; how it all plays a part in the circle of life. Where the woman's 
womb is, a butterfly emerges in the midst of transformation; thus depicting 
the process of birth and new life; all which come from women. Throughout 
the form, women are shown in various cultures and dress, depicting life as 
they played a part in it. Each different, yet all connected by the very things 
that make each of us a woman. 

Thus, this transformation became my idea of the beauty of every woman's 
spirit. The new: full of life and energy; the old: full of wisdom and age-old 
beauty. 


ALLYSON PEREC 


a> l want Daddy to come home already/ she sobbed* ‘Where 
could he be at this hour? Pm getting scared.'” 

Sharon strobed her eldest daughter's hair until Ashley's eyes 
closed with reassurance. The babies were sleeping soundly; ten-year- 
old Ashley was now fast asleep on her husband's side of the bed With 
a near-silent maneuver, Sharon burred her head in a pillow so as to 
not disturb her daughter. She let out a violent cry, arresting herself to 
the deepest notion of what her life had now become. The truth was 
that Allen hadn't been coming home at night, not since the Perry 
family had recently moved into their new Oyster Bay Cove estate. 

Sharon lay in bed, waiting for the sun to rise, trying to conjure 
up the strength to form a smile by 7:00 when her daughters would 
wake for school. All train of thought was abandoned at the blaring 
sound of the new motion-detector alarm system, followed by a loud 
crash. Still awake, Sharon raced down the newly installed spiral stair- 
case, only to find Allen lying at the foot of the steps. It was clear he 
had been drinking, but before Sharon could begin the interrogation, 
Allen regained his footing and attempted his way up to the master 
suite without uttering a word. He stormed into his dark and lavish 
chambers, barely aware of the tiny body carefully buried below 
hand-woven gold pillows. 

“What the hell are you doing in my room?" a disheartening 
voice demanded with cold and empty eyes. 

Half-asleep and awoken to the sound of this frightening im- 
poster of her father, Ashley hardly had time for explanation. Allen 
grabbed his daughter, charged across the glass-block bridge to the 
children's quarter of the mansion. Upon approaching Ashley's door, 
he forcibly threw her into the walkway. At the sound of her child's 
cry, Sharon ran to the scene, begging and pleading with him to stop. 
With each subsequent blow he issued to the fragile child's arms and 
face, Sharon trembled as if she had been stabbed through her very 
heart. 

Snatching Ashley away from his clutches and securely locking 
the child's bedroom door, Sharon screamed, “Leave us alone, you 
monster! I don't even know who you are anymore!” 

With her broken and bruised child in her arms, Sharon lay 
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awake in Ashley’s room with a feeling of utter helplessness. How 
could she even entertain the notion of leaving him? How could she 
put her three babies through even more pain and disappointment 
than they’d already endured? What standard of life would she be 
forced to lead if she had to bear the burden of raising three children 
alone? 

After dressing the children and dropping them off at school 
the following morning, Sharon drove to work, anticipating facing her 
husband in the small shop they owned. Upon her arrival Sharon im- 
mediately noticed a dark and bulky figure hovering over the cash 
register* She was able to recognize, after closer viewing, that this man 
was her burly brother-in-law, Neil Paying no mind to Sharon's arri- 
val Neil resumed accumulating all of the money from inside of the 
cash register and placing it into a collection of large envelopes. 
Sharon’s shouting and questioning of what was taking place were 
blatantly ignored* She frantically followed Neil’s advances into the 
back office, only to find her brother-in-law handing off these enve- 
lopes to her husband, 

“What are you doing with our money, Allen?! 11 she exclaimed* 

"None of your business/’ Neil snapped. 

Apparently Allen did not feel that this line of questioning warranted a 
response. The two men left the scene without further explanation, 
leaving Sharon alone in the office, lost in a sea of her own tears. She 
wiped her eyes, forced a smile, and headed store-front to greet in- 
coming customers. Outwardly, she carried on throughout the day in 
the same manner as always. However, Sharon was increasingly over- 
come with the burning desire to know where it was that her husband 
disappeared to each night, and why he would ever have stolen this 
sum of money away from his family. 

Upon her return from work, Sharon entered the house to find 
Allen and their three girls playfully engaged in a game. Ashley and 
her father seemed to be interacting relatively normally despite the 
events of the previous evening. After a pleasant family dinner and a 
bit of work on selecting the store’s new inventory, the couple retired to 
the bedroom. 

“'Allen, 1 love you/ Sharon's voice cracked. Vou’re my best 
friend and I want you to know that you can tell me what’s wrong. 
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Whatever the problem is, we can work it out. I don’t want to walk on 
eggshells with you anymore. I just want you to talk to me, 1 " she spoke 
after careful deliberation. 

Without a word, he hurriedly dressed and left the room. 
Sharon, defenseless, could hear the Jaguar's tires screeching as he sped 
down the long, circular driveway. Perpetual sleeplessness set in, and 
Sharon stared at the glaring red numbers on the digital alarm clock 
until they read 7:00 a.m. Almost automatically, she reached for the 
Yellow Pages within her bureau and determinedly dialed the number 
of a local private investigator. He would follow Allen and try to pro- 
vide some answers as to what was taking place. 

The nervousness and anticipation consuming Sharon’s mind 
for the next few weeks were nothing compared to the sheer devasta- 
tion of the investigator’s discovery. Her deepest fears were confirmed; 
Allen had been committing adultery, and had used family funding to 
purchase himself a second residence in Manhattan. He had been 
leading a double life. 

Sharon couldn't eat or sleep. She could barely look at any of 
her children without each glance being a painful reminder of who 
their father had become. Thoughts repeated themselves over and 
over again inside of her mind. Did she actually have the strength to 
leave him? Allen was hardly ever at home, but Sharon couldn't bear 
to sleep in bed next to a man who was living a lie. She chose to live a 
life free from his continual betrayals and abuses. She chose to phone 
the private investigator and have him serve Allen divorce papers at 
the Manhattan apartment. 

The immediate response to his exposure sparked a fit of rage 
in regards to Allen’s demeanor that had never expressed itself before. 
He’d continually show up at his former residence at all hours of the 
night, issuing Sharon vile threats as to what the consequences would 
be if she were to further pursue the paperwork that had already 
been set into motion. Sharon and the children were awakened from 
sleep on various nights by the frightening sound of Allen’s intimida- 
tions. Most painful for Sharon, however, was Ashley’s initial reaction 
to the news; she detestably held Sharon responsible for driving Allen 
away. Despite Allen’s persistent attempts at coercion, Sharon’s deci- 
sion had already been made. In lieu of whatever immediate trials she 
must overcome, the only way to protect the future well-being of her- 
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self and her children was to leave him. 

Slowly with the passage time, Allen's outbursts of disbelief 
calmed due to the reality of the court proceedings. Similarly, as he 
lost the motivation to threaten Sharon, Allen gradually lost interest in 
maintaining visitation with his three daughters. In coping with the 
reality of her father's abandonment, Ashley's faith was rightfully re- 
stored in her mother. As the divorce agreement officially became fi- 
nalized, Sharon's feelings of triumph over tragedy were just beginning 
to come into being. Arriving at an appropriate settlement had been 
quite trying. An unforeseen corollary in the divorce agreement made 
it such that Allen was not legally responsible for contributing alimony 
until a period of seven years had elapsed. However, despite inevita- 
ble financial constraints, Sharon seemed much elated at her new- 
found liberation from a verbally and physically abusive husband, de- 
spite all costs. 

Maintaining a house of such luxurious magnitude and financ- 
ing steep lawyers' fees were no easy task for the new single mother. 
Though the ownership of each retail location that the Perry's had 
owned were split in half, the amount of time demanded of Sharon to 
run these businesses doubled drastically, Sharon found herself work- 
ing long hours, frequently seven days a week. Desperately wanting to 
physically be alongside her children throughout this trying time in 
their lives, she entertained the notion of a change in careen Simulta- 
neously, a colleague who had learned of Sharon's unfortunate familial 
circumstances extended the offer of a Vice Presidency within a pres- 
tigious fashion company, Sharon seized the opportunity and sold her 
share of the business that she and her husband had co-owned for thir- 
teen yean, 

Sharon's career change not only helped her to realize a 
greater sense of freedom from Allen, but afforded her the opportunity 
to spend a great deal of time with her daughters. However, though 
the Vice Presidency provided a substantial amount of income for 
Sharon to raise the family on, it was clear that such an extravagant 
lifestyle could no longer be afforded. With bittersweet emotion, she 
decided to sell the dream home that she and her ex-husband had 
designed after years and years of tedious work. To avoid having her 
children endure anymore experiences of change, Sharon purchased a 
very beautiful and very realistic-sized home for the family of four to 
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reside in, located only two miles away. 

As Sharon began to unpack the brown cardboard boxes filled 
with artifacts of her former life, she was overcome by an unparalleled 
sense of accomplishment. It was her first night in her new home, she 
was now working at an exciting new job, and for the first time in thir- 
teen years, she was entirely independent of Allen. Sharon regarded 
the faces of her daughters, smiling and playful the way her children 
always deserved to be. At once, she understood that despite all of the 
hardship she had endured, the decisions she had made would trans- 
form the family’s lifestyle from one of embitterment to one of love 
and happiness. 

With a deep sigh of relief, Sharon quietly entered her eldest 
daughter’s room to make sure that Ashley was already in bed and 
prepared for her first day of junior high school. 

“’Mommy?’ peeped the half-asleep child from underneath her 
covers. Thank you for making it all okay.’” 

The mother, deeply moved, kissed her child upon the fore- 
head. As she slowly eased the door to a close, Sharon replied, “Ash, I’d 
go through this all over again, a million times over, just to wind up 
here with my girls.” 


My name is Ally Pereg and I'm currently a junior (but 
graduating C04) major in both English and Sociology/Social 
Psychology. In writing this piece , i drew upon my own fa- 
milial circumstances to exhibit how a woman was able to 
escape from her husband's dutches and overcome the ter- 
rors of an abusive relationship. My story is truly my 
mother's story; it details the trying though rewarding deci- 
sions she chose to make in order t better the lives of her 
children. 
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A Woman's Way 

three views 


From top to bottom: 


mid-section of torso body-form 
-see page 6 for notes on 
butterfly at the womb 


2 . 


Lower mid-section and thigh 


3 . 


Upper torso 
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ROY MILLER 


boys and girls 


the set up, 
a game: 
plastic pieces, 

strategies play, 

cardboard maps 
guide our way, 
spirit, life, flesh, 
stakes we place 

the set up, 
a trial: 
eyes filled 

wild, judgment, 
value placed, 

for I, 
me, my, 
who, what, why 

the set up, 
a score: 

goal lines drawn, 

crossed, won, 

through rulebooks passed 
by fathers, 
mothers, 
fathers, 
mothers, 
sisters, 
brothers, 
nameless others... 

the set up, 
a play: 
lines read, 

lies bred, 

countless revisions, 
off-Broadway renditions, 
repeated traditions, 
cause we’ve all seen that one... 


the set up? 

a table, chair, 
silence meets stare, 

someone has dared 
question: 
why Hhe this? 

the set up, 
a hunt: 
for want, 

for can, 

for now, we are men, 
with power, respect, 
balance and checks, 
this is the take 

the set up, 
a war, 
us soldiers, 

we spy, 

deftly devise 
strategic maneuvers 
graceful, sly, 
effective, silent 

the set up: 
a room 

blue curtains bloom, 

breeze blowing sheets 

soaked wet with heat, 
sun setting low 
on two bodies, 
still 
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playground song 
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feft her humming 
vibrating tone 
low to the ear 
low to the ground 
dirt crescent nails 
wet wood chips 
summer red legs 

left her humming 
shin dancing flesh 
cold flush through 
leaving the body 
looking up 
trees, bricks 
everything above 

left her humming 
ringing ears 
blurring edges 
sun setting leaves 
windy shadows 
fluttering light 
glassy eyes 

left her humming 
spinning, running, 
thoughts crawl numb 
in dis-jomt, 
rupture, 
shock and calm 
static 


left her humming 
hazy visions 
fuzzy memories 
frayed hair 
matted cotton 
mind muscle bone 
cut bruised sore 

left her humming 
a vague dream 
unsettled, 
disturbed, 
muted colon 
nameless faces 
and noise 

left her humming 
inaudible buzzing 
ringing, thrumming 
shouting and drumming 
peeling, reeling 
universe shifts, shakes 
and pain 

left her humming 
songs of soul 
dripping fresh 
to heal 


/ am a Philosophy 
Major at Lehigh Uni- 
versity, with fuck 
graduating in 2004 . 

/ hope to attend 
graduate school to 
study creative writ- 
ing and if not that 
to at feast be able to 
find meaning and 
wonder where / can. 

beys and girls is 

borne from personal 
frustration with our 
gender roles : specifi- 
cally the rules and 
protocol that can 
mediate and lock us 
into patterns of in- 
teraction that are, at 
their best pathetic, 
and at their worst, 
tragic Too often, the 
entire range of inter- 
action between men 
and women is 
shaved down into sex 
(intercourse, tradi- 
tionally defined), 
leaving us in a dan- 
gerous position 
where people of the 
opposite sex are no 
longer important as 
humans beings. They 
are reduced to sim- 
ply being useful: 
pieces to move in our 
games, without con- 
sequence. 

playground tony is 

inspired by the story 
of a friend of mine. 

It is my way of trying 
to understand. 
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The Car Wreck? 

Before this account can begin, it must be made apparent that 
this is not a tale of a grotesque man, but rather a hindhearted father 
and husband. He was dedicated to his family and to those he loved, 
and although at some points throughout the story he may seem to 
deviate from that, due to certain choices, the love still remained. 

The story begins one weekend in the fall of nineteen eighty- 
seven. Rick, our main man, is getting ready for another long night of 
worb. He owns a local bar about three miles from his house. The bar 
requires long hours that are quite unnatural for a human to worb, 
that being night to early morning. 

Going into the business seemed a good idea, because it did 
not require any sort of degree or formal training. Since Rick had not 
attended college or any other sort of trade school it was a fairly easy 
to pick up. He had all of his friends and brothers working right along 
side of him. These are people he grew up with, and trusted. They are 
the ones that he spent his young adult years with, partying and drink- 
ing, perhaps a tad too much. In this type of business trust is a very 
important factor, this is due to the purely cash aspect. It would be 
very easy for someone to pocket money without anyone noticing. It 
was for this reason that Rick had chosen his brothers and closest 
friends to accompany him. It was also the main reason he put in such 
long hours, because he would stay late and make sure that every 
penny was accounted for. 

This business was taking a toll; his supporting wife and young 
children were growing tired of the drinbing and lack of time spent 
with them. He would get home early in the morning usually drunk, 
and sleep all day while they were going about their own lives. Rich 
was growing apart from them slowly, however, this was not some- 
thing that was he realized. This was what he enjoyed; he brought the 
party that was his young adult life back from the dead. Rick could 
enjoy the company of his closest buddies, drinking and partying, and 
also make a very handsome living doing so. All of the customers were 
in some way related or friends from growing up. He was the center of 
attention and did not want that to change. This was not a business 
he saw any need to leave, but that was the problem in many ways. 

Rich and his wife were having problems to say the least. She 
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was growing tired of his late night job and the constant drinking. He 
was neglecting his family and spending all his time at the bar. It was 
growing more and more evident that his wife was going to need some 
sort of change in this lifestyle in order for their marriage to last 

The fights were getting out of hand; their eldest son was witness- 
ing encounters that were not healthy, and could make a lasting impres- 
sion on his young mind. The few moments during the day when Rick 
was awake and home, it seemed like some sort of argument was boiling 
over. 

Rick enjoyed being the breadwinner of the house. He was fi- 
nally making a successful living, after yean of manual labor and inade- 
quate wages. He felt it was the right move to be in the bar business 
and was enjoying the fruits of his labor. He had two new can, each of 
good quality, all the newest clothes and jewelry, and gave al! the same 
spoils to his wife and children. 

Rick had emerged as the wealthiest of all of his siblings and 
people came to him when they needed something. This feeling was a 
pleasant one, to feel important and admired. But at the same time, he 
was alienating his family, who deep down, he loved more than all the 
money and attention. 

This Friday night was the same as any other for Rick. He got to 
work at the usual time, and opened the front door. The musty smell of 
cigarettes and spilled beer confronted him as he took a few steps inside. 
The bar was dark, empty, and a feeling of loneliness overwhelmed him. 
He couldn't wart for the loyal patrons of the bar to show up and ease 
this feeling. He needed to start drinking, and hear the soothing com- 
motion of conversation and background music. This was the only thing 
that could ease his feelings, but he realized that it would be a while un- 
til anyone arrived to join him. So he decided to have a drink. Straight 
Vodka was his drink of choice, so he grabbed a glass from behind the 
bar and picked up the bottle, just as fast as it was filled, he had al- 
ready swallowed it. The tasted lingered in his mouth, which was the best 
part for him until he filled it again. Rick did not feel any better after 
the drink though, the feeling of loneliness had not been satisfied, nor 
had his desire to imbibe. So he filled the glass another time, and as the 
night progressed, so did hrs intoxication. 
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Rich did not feel contented until people began to arrive. The 
soothing lull of the crowd calmed him and his loneliness escaped him. 

It was any other night at the bar, except the early commencement of 
Rich’s drinbing had him much more inebriated than he would have 
normally been. 

It was getting close to 4 am and last call was announced. Af- 
ter the bar had cleared and all the cleaning for the night had been 
done it was just Rich again, alone. He needed to leave, this feeling 
was overwhelming and the only way he saw it going away was to go 
home and sleep it off. 

He grabbed all the receipts and went out the front door locb- 
ing it behind him. The car was parhed in the bach of the lot next to 
the bar, and as he walhed over to get in a cool breeze chilled him 
slightly and seemed to almost wahe him from his stupor. Nothing was 
thought of it as Rich climbed in to his car. The ride home was not 
long, but it was not the safest route. Many turns and dimly lit streets 
awaited him before the sanctity of his bed. It was about half way to 
his home that his eyes began to shut down. The first time Rich 
jumped, and shooh himself awahe, giving his cheeh a slap, thinhing 
this would be the remedy. He was unfortunately very wrong, the 
next time his eyes faded it was around a treacherous turn, and even 
when he shooh himself awahe it was only in time to see the telephone 
poll about to bisect the front of his car. 

The next thing that Rich remembered was the siren of the 
ambulance and the same lonely feeling from the bar. 

He was totally incoherent for the rest of that day until later 
that evening. Rich awohe to see his wife, so tired from weeping that 
she had nothing left to weep with him, but that did not stop her. The 
moment she finally saw his beat red eyes open, the uncontrollable 
feeling of her love for him rushed over her lihe a hot bath. The 
pseudo embrace that they shared was enough for her at that mo- 
ment because at least she new he was alive. 

Rich had severe injuries. His head was cut badly when his face 
slammed against the dashboard. Since his right arm was around the 
top of the passenger seat, it was almost ripped clean off his body on 
impact. The precious right arm that was almost his ticket to a career 
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in professional baseball, now was barely attached and would proba- 
bly never be put to use again on the field. This was not yet something 
that Rich realized though; it would not catch up to him until years 
later when his eldest son began to embarb on his own baseball career, 
which Is still pending as we speak. 

The injuries, although temporary, were going to leave him 
bed ridden for a few more days. He would also be wearing a large 
cast, engulfing his entire right arm for a couple of months, and the 
permanence of the injuries would last for the rest of his life as a con- 
stant reminder. 

The physical aspect was not so much the problem however. It 
seemed fit that Rich needed to change his lifestyle if he wanted to 
stay with his wife, and furthermore, stay alive. Over the next few 
weebs this was the main topic of discussion at Rich's home. He was 
unable to worb because of the cast and he missed being at the bar 
dearly. The thought of all the good times and drinks he was missing 
tormented him throughout his monotonous days at home watching 
television. Some days he would drinb at home during the days to 
make them pass quicber, this didn't feel the same. He needed the 
atmosphere of the bar to make him feel alive again, but by the way 
things were going at home it seemed evident the bar was going to be 
sold some time in the near future. 

Rick's wife wanted him out of the business, and that's what 
ultimately happened. The last day before the new owners were to 
arrive was a sad day for Ricb, He ambled around the bar depressed; 
feeling the end of an era was upon him, 

A new job awaited Ricb when he was healthy again. His 
wife's family owned a local Italian restaurant, and they wanted to 
put Rich's coobing ability to good use. Rich's wife was also starting a 
new job, in corporate America. 

The once concrete, and old-fashioned bread-winning structure 
of Rich's family was completely reversed. His wife was now the pri- 
mary supporter of the family and Ricb was put in the passenger seat 

Rich was still around the alcohol just as much as before, and it 
was becoming more a part of his life now than before. He drank to 
escape, and forget. He wanted to forget the car wreck and that 
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night at the bar that changed his life. This was the reason for his miser- 
ies, and he did not hnow how to fix them besides imbibing. 

The feeling of failure consumed Rich's every wahing hour. He 
felt his manhood was in question, now that he was not able to provide 
for his family. All that he had once worked for had now been taken 
from him. His livelihood remained only in the memory of his bar. Rick 
needed to feel alive again, to feel valued in his own home. Unfortu- 
nately then only idea that came to him was to reinstate the social as- 
pect of his life, but this time it was at a different bar, the one down the 
street from his house. 

After work Rick would go to his new hang out, and slowly the 
feeling of his youth came bach to him. He saw the familiar faces that 
once greeted him at his bar and this made him happy. 

He was able to forget the troubles in his life at home. For those 
few hours each afternoon he was in his own world of sanctity, com- 
pletely care free and alive. 


My name is Adam Man, and f'm a junior, t am majoring in Eng- 
lish, and I wrote this piece partly in honor of my father; to show 
the courage he has displayed in his struggle with alcohol, and 
also because I believe there are many others who need to be 
aware of the problems alcohol abuse can cause. In a fact a col- 
lege atmosphere such as this can be one of the main foundations 
for alcoholism later in life, because so much of the party scene is 
concerned with binge drinking. I think people have a right to 
know what effect certain actions at a young age can have on 
you and eventually your loved ones later on in life. 
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Gender is, without a doubt, the most pervasive influence on 
the lives of both women and men. From the moment of birth, it im- 
mediate! separates uinto two stark categories that grow as we do in 
order to contain: male and female, boy and girl, man and woman. It 
dictates our language, dress, friends, sexual partners, ambitions— every 
aspect responsible for our role in society. 

My grandmother was the youngest in a family of four girls 
and one boy. There was a good amount of labor to be done at her 
father’s dairy, and all the children were expected to help. She carried 
the milk bottles and drove the truck for delivery— very unfeminine 
tasks for the late 1930s, early 1940s. One would think of her as an 
early feminist, however, her hard work was done more out of neces- 
sity than a conscious effort to exert female strength and competency. 
In a family blessed with only one boy, all able bodies were needed 
and used. Later, when my mother, her younger sister and older 
brother were in school, my grandmother worked in a garment factory 
to supplement my grandfather’s income from Mack Trucks. Again, 
entering the world of work was less about developing a career and 
more about feeding a family of five. 

My mother says gender definitely defined everyone's roles. If 
you were a girl, you were expected to eventually become a wife and 
mother; if you were born male, there were more thoughts about col- 
lege and getting a degree. Growing up in the 1950s, my grandmother 
always dressed her and my aunt in feminine dresses (pink was always 
a safe color). Elders were also quick to point out, “girls don’t do that,’’ 
“sit like a lady” or “act like a girl.” Aside from playing “cowboys and 
Indians” with my uncle at home, my mother says there was hardly 
any interaction between the sexes: the girls mainly played with the 
girls and the boys stayed with the boys, even into high school. There 
weren’t many co-ed groups of friends like there are today. Some- 
times, my mom would play baseball in the backyard with my uncle— 
she wasn't very coordinated, but no one really cared because she was 
female; she wasn’t expected to be good at sports, or play them often, 
for that matter. 

When it came to post-high school plans, many women were 
very limited in their choices. The ambitious ones would become nurses 
or teachers. For my mom, her family expected she would get a secre- 
tarial job— college was considered a waste of money, since she would 
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probably have children at some point. Even if she did have more of 
an opportunity, my mother always thought it would be too hard, that 
only really smart people entered higher education. She thinks differ- 
ently today, and would definitely have pursued other interests had 
things been different. 

My mom tried to raise me differently. She never outright told 
me I couldn’t do something because 1 was a girl. (Well, once 1 really 
wanted these black Converse Batman sneakers and my parents 
wouldn't let me get them because “they were for boys.” That really 
upset me at the time!) However, I realize you can only try so hard- 
parents teaching loose gender roles are a minority. 1 saw the Barbie 
commercials and wanted every one, 1 liked flowers, play makeup sets 
and dress-up games, I did own a set of building blocks that 1 used to 
make huge castles with blue paper for a moat, and 1 tried to build a 
time machine out o a box once, She-Ra was also a huge idol for me. 

I really wish they'd bring her back— "Princess of Power” has a cool ring 
to it. 

However, many strong female role models 1 was exposed to, 
there were twice as many stereotypical gender "norms' 1 out there. 
Interacting with other girls my age, especially in junior high and high 
school, set the ground rules for what was acceptable for a teenage 
female, I loved old movies from about sixth grade on, and for a long 
time was under the impression that to be something, a girl had to be 
absolutely beautiful. 1 idolized Grace Kelly and other picturesque ac- 
tresses. For a while, 1 was so wrapped up in what I looked like and 
how my hair was styled that my friends started teasing me. 

Since I’ve entered my twenties and found feminism. I’ve tried 
to break out of the gender role box. I find it more fun to contain both 
typically "male” and "female” qualities. Society would be much bet- 
ter off if both sexes learned it’s okay to show both sides— then, maybe, 
we wouldn’t be so quick to label something as "masculine" and 
"feminine,” 

I still have those moments when my gender makes me un- 
comfortable: If 1 answer a question wrong, people credit it to ditziness. 
If I don't understand something incredibly technical, it’s expected. My 
friendliness could come off as bubleheadedness. If I wear a halter-top, 
it's automatically assumed I want every male to honk at me and 
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shout some Inaudible verbal diarrhea* It's through talking with other 
women who feel the same and learning new concepts my women's 
studies courses that make me think, maybe I'm not the one with the 
problem, maybe society is the one that has to change.*. 


Lisa Sch utter is a senior journalism major/ women's 
studies minor. She wrote this short essay for Psy- 
chology 397: Women and the Body* She considers 
herself a pro-feminine, pro-choice feminist*..and 
she's very glad to have her mother on 
her side. 


RACHEL WALKER 


Grey 

1 see the world in contrast: 

Black silhouettes dance upon white; 

Speed, a technological medicine for time; 

Wrong, defined as evil against right. 

But 1 choose to speak of grey profusely. 

Carrying out my intricate thoughts for alt 
My noise fills the darkness that terrifies me 
Inside of me, through the abundance of words, I hear 

When will l be able to see my clear sky? 

A temporary fix directs me into dark fog. 

The landscape of life a blur of sadness and fear, 
Choosing the next street with fear of being wrong. 

Fear adds an excess of definition. 

Pretending to see truth in colors. 

All excuses for intelligent lies 

Color defines excuse, emotion, and time. 

Through my eyes is a world of simplicity 
Hidden in an elaborate facade. 

I compensate with false complexities 
Vou see me as one who ponders all. 

Reality can surprise you. 

Those who are simple can conquer all. 

Their ineptitude with intricacies 

Allows them freedom to dominate just one. 

And that is all we search to own 
Domination of ourselves; 

For it is us we must understand 

The world around us, determined from within. 


RACHEL WALKER 


SUMO 

Sumo wrestler flies through the shy 
To another world where no one dies. 
We all will not, cannot see 
The truth in our prosperity. 

Concussions cloud moral reason 
Heart on trial for virtuous treason. 
The money flows, emaciated 
Situations force the sich to cry 
Thich heads hide behind 
All visually valid alibis. 

Eyes forced into blades of glass 
Whatever fear is, don’t ash. 

We see the beautiful sunset shies 
The mirrors of our souls, full with lies 
Tremors of truth get stuch in the sand 
Contaminated in his open hand 
Determination fills lihe wine 
Acid down our mortal spine. 

So when you see a sumo fly. 

Prepare for the world’s love to die. 


My name is Rachel Amy Wat her. I'm a sophomore (2006), 
graphic design major with minor in communications . / wrote 
these poems the same way / write all my pieces, late at night 
when / have a lot going on in my head. Writing has always 
been the best way for me to creatively show others the 
confused emotional maze that / deal with everyday. The 
ability to communicate this voice is something that should be 
celebrated and that's why / felt the need to submit my pieces 
to Origyns. 
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Global Feminism, Women’s Health 

A woman's screams were all I heard from the corner of a de- 
serted alley in the Andheri East section of Bombay. My mother and I 
rushed to see what the woman was screaming about. Before we 
turned the corner, we noticed the sticky clear liquid trickling down the 
side of the road. I already began to feel nauseous from the unusual 
liquid. As we turned the corner, I saw a young girl screaming out of 
pain because she was in labor. Her water had already broken and her 
uterus had dilated. I had no idea what to do, and all I was beginning 
to do was panic. Luckily, my mother was a physician. She helped the 
girl and told me to go find some towels and help. I came back with 
towels, but unfortunately no one was there to help. Watching the girl 
who must have been fifteen or sixteen in labor was definitely the most 
life-changing event I’ve ever witnessed. A day that had started with 
plans to shop for Indian clothes, led to a day filled with screaming, 
yelling, and of course a new life being born into our world. 

After that day, I began to think about healthcare, and more 
importantly women's healthcare around the world. The event that I 
experienced that day was one of the leading reasons I chose to apply 
to medical school and pursue the field of medicine. Sitting here today 
two years after the event, I realize how pertinent of an issue women's 
healthcare is to the women’s movement. Women in third world coun- 
tries such as India often do not get the healthcare luxuries women 
here in the U.S. take for granted. The young girl who we found in the 
alley that day, must have not even been educated in how to protect 
herself from becoming pregnant. Girls starting at the age of ten in the 
U.S. get a discussion on sex. Clinics such as Planned Parenthood are 
available for teens and adults alike to find help regarding sexual is- 
sues. However, the only clinics you will find in India are abortion clinics 
where they don't use sterile materials, and every woman in the clinic 
is treated like a mistake to humankind. Women in the West fight for 
health insurance claims, while health insurance is still a taboo in some 
third world countries. It’s important to realize that while women in the 
West are fighting for rights such as abortion privileges, women in the 
East are still trying to find a place to obtain safe healthcare. It seems 
as though some regions of the world are left out of the global 
women’s movement for better healthcare. It’s difficult for a world to 
give its women better healthcare as a whole when parts of it don’t 
even offer adequate healthcare. 
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One of the main causes for the division between Western 
healthcare compared to the rest of the world is that Western health 
primarily concerns itself with creating new technological innovations 
that aid women's health. The rest of the world, which mostly includes 
third world countries, is still attempting to “catch up" to the level of 
service Western healthcare provides it’s women. Healthcare in the 
West is largely concerned with solving a medical problem through 
technological means. The West often addresses issues such as the in- 
creasing rate of birth in third world countries as a problem that could 
be fixed with technological innovation. Often the West ignores social 
and environmental aspects that influence the birth rate. For exam- 
ple, many healthcare workers in the West believed that the introduc- 
tion of birth control to Third World countries could tremendously help 
its growing population. However, the problem with this idea was that 
the social and educational tools that were used to educate women in 
the West could not always be used through a transcontinental man- 
ner. The birth rate in this case ended up rising even after the introduc- 
tion of birth control pills. Key aspects to birth control are access and 
education on proper usage. Access to adequate healthcare is already 
a significant problem in third world countries, and to promote birth 
control in an unstable healthcare environment encourages it’s women 
to misuse, abuse, and sometimes not even consider birth control as an 
option. 

The disconnect between the rights women are fighting for in 
the West compared to other regions of the world are observed in 
healthcare through the way women are perceived in their societies. In 
places like India, women are still told to stay at home, and pregnant 
women pray to give birth to sons lest a life of cursing and scolding 
from the baby's so-called well-wishers. In a society that increasingly 
demeans its women, women find it difficult to access fair healthcare. 

In using the word “fair healthcare", fair is meant to mean unbiased, 
tolerant views of women, and not believing that a woman is only 
needed for procreation. Going along with the issue of promoting birth 
control in third world countries, the West doesn’t also realize that 
women believe having more babies will ensure them security later on 
in life. Instead of more babies equaling more responsibilities and re- 
sources at stake, women in third world countries believe that more 
babies leads to more hands to work and more money brought home. 
This very center! disparity between the way the West views Increasing 
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birth rates and the way Third World countries view increasing birth 
rates is a significant theme that not only should be noted, but should 
be understood in order to offer better healthcare to women around 
the world* 

When the ways a society perceives its women in third world 
countries disappears, then perhaps ideas and concepts that the West- 
ern world fights for can be Infused, For the time being, it is almost lu- 
dicrous when the West tries to fight for issues that seem so impractica- 
ble for third world countries to even conceive of. For the women's 
movement as a whole to progress, the dichotomy that exists between 
the West and third world countries should be observed and taken into 
consideration when making global decisions* 


l wrote this piece because I think women's health is still a held 
that needs some development. It seems as though women in 
prominent countries are often celebrating their success in ad- 
vancing women's health, but what’s important to remember is 
that women in third world countries are still struggling with basic 
health rights. Keeping a global perspective while fighting for 
women's healthcare is vital, I wrote for a feminist magazine 
because I’m very interested in women’s rights. I just graduated 
this past December. I majored in Biology and I'm heading off to 
medical school this fall. 
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"To get a better understanding of how that night changed my 
life, I’d like to quickly describe to you the person I was before that 
night...lf you had asked me to describe myself just the day before, De- 
cember 20, 2000..I would have said that I was the youngest daughter 
of an incredible family, I believed that God was holding my hand 
where ever l went, I was psyched to be a senior at Providence College, 
I was an inspiring actress, by bringing laughter into my own life, I was 
able to bring it into others, 1 was very much in love with my boyfriend, 
Peter, and I was excited that finals were finally over, I had just been 
cast as a lead in the next production at school, I was on top of the 
wor!d....and what felt so good about it, was that I felt like 1 had 
earned all the good in my life - not to say that touches of luck along 
the way didn’t hurt,..’’ 

This statement was made on April 6 th 2001 in a courtroom in 
Boston by my brother’s girlfriend at the time. This is just a segment of 
the emotions, the feelings, and the grotesque details of a traumatic 
experience. She wanted her rapist in jail. In order to do so, she put in 
all her emotions, her feelings, the pain, the detriments, and the physi- 
cal and mental destructions that the incident had placed upon her. 
She first needed to give the courtroom a glimpse of her life previous to 
the incident. She not only accounted the effects that the rape placed 
upon her but, she also justified the changes she made in her life ensu- 
ing the traumatic experience. 

On a typical college night at Providence College, Lindsay and 
her boyfriend Peter went out to a party, ready to celebrate the end 
of a semester before returning home for Christmas break, Peter was 
in his junior year living in an off-campus house in a neighborhood 
most people would categorize as "the ghetto." Peter and Lindsay 
were almost two years into their relationship, a relationship where 
both families came together and found their child's significant other to 
be a part of their own families. All the happy memories, the great 
times, and the lifestyle they led together would cease on this night. 

When leaving their friend’s party that night at 2 am, they 
proceeded to walk to Peter's house. His house was in sight, but they 
did not make it to their destination. As they were walking, a man 
approached them at gunpoint. Since neither Peter nor Lindsay had 
enough money to satisfy this stranger, he forced them to walk about 
a mile away to the nearest ATM. When they reached the broken ma- 
chine, they could not withdraw any money. During this time, Peter 
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had constant urges to fight their mugger, especially when he was ver- 
bally tormenting his girlfriend. The situation was just too risby since 
there was a gun involved. 

This anguished, hungry criminal was unsatisfied because he 
did not get what he wanted. Instead, he made them walb to an 
abandoned garage, which both Peter and Lindsay said was in a deso- 
late neighborhood. In that garage, after tying Peter and Lindsay's 
wrists and anbles together, he proceeded to rape Lindsay, The grue- 
some and disturbing details are not necessary to explain the pain this 
night caused upon two innocent people. Within 24 hours of this inci- 
dent, Lindsay returned home, after already visiting the hospital. Her 
initial reaction was being too frightened to leave her house and to 
even talb to people. She pushed away the loved ones around her 
who tried giving her support, including her boyfriend, the only other 
person who understood what she endured. She did not bnow how to 
respond to anyone who came in dose contact of her. Whether if she 
was scared that someone would attach her again or of how people 
would loob at her, her state of shod? numbed her too much to be 
able to talb to anyone. After two months of letting her rapist take 
away her last semester of college, her security, her appetite, her 
laughter, and her smile, she was ready for a turn around. This 
stranger had already taben enough away from her and now she 
wanted to fight it and not let him win. If she let herself sulb and be 
frightened for the rest of her life, then he would win. She fought baeb. 

The morning Peter and Lindsay were sent to the hospital, Pe- 
ter called home at 5 am to tell my father the detailed story and to let 
him bnow that they were both safe. He gave my father strict instruc- 
tions not to tell anyone else in the family about the physical abuse 
that took place but to just inform us that he and Lindsay were 
mugged. That same day, my father purposely asbed me to call my 
brother to see when the police would release him, Peter revealed the 
details to me during this phone call. He told me the truth because he 
thought that I "could handle it, ,J Later on, he told me that he was 
mad at himself for telling me the bad news because he saw my hys- 
terical reaction. He avoided telling anyone who was particularly sen- 
sitive or emotional, like my mother, because the reaction would be 
tears. He did not want or perhaps could not handle seeing the people 
closest to him, crying about something of which he was a part. He 
also gave me strict instructions not to tell any of my friends. He did 
not want "them to loob at him differently. ,f I led him to believe that 1 
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would follow his instructions. He spoke most openly and honestly to 
me on this matter because he trusts me. 1 have never done anything 
that would make him think differently. Upon our discussion of the 
crime, I never gave him pity or made him feel like he should be a dif- 
ferent person because of it, regardless of how I really felt Signs of 
pitying him could only make it worse. His honesty towards me ex- 
plains so much more to me as to why he did not tell all his family 
members and friends. He was afraid of other people's reactions. It 
took several days for Peter to tell his mother and a longer time for 
him to tell only a few of hrs good friends. 

Since Peter does not want to burden anyone else's life, he 
chose not to upset anyone he loves by not telling anyone about this 
terrible tragedy. He did not want to ruin his family's Christmas, so he 
did not tell my mother what happened to him and to his girlfriend 
until it was absolutely necessary. He wanted his family to enjoy their 
time together for the holidays, so he did not feel it necessary to ex- 
plain the tragedy. Being that l knew the story, it made it very diffi- 
cult to be in the same room as my mother and not explode with emo- 
tions, It was more disturbing that Peter would not reveal a huge part 
of hrs life to his own mother because he did not want to see her reac- 
tions to hrs story. By Peter telling her the story, meant seeing his 
mother cry, showing emotions, and giving him support. He sacrificed 
his own peace of mind to save other people from feeling upset for 
him. His perpetual goal is to make everyone happy, even if it means 
keeping in a life-altering trauma, 

Peter's best friends from college and from childhood were also 
in the dark about his secret. When he was home for Christmas break, 
he acted as though it were like any other holiday season, so his friends 
would have no reason to think something was different. If he allowed 
the incident of December 21st to alter his personality, then this meant 
allowing other people finding out this secret. He was fighting the pain 
he felt in order to feel like an ordinary person and to act like an ordi- 
nary person. He had a choice. If he chose one way the world would 
see him as a junior at Providence College who came home for Christ- 
mas and was excited to spend time with his family and his friends. If 
he chose the other option, he would be viewed as a victim of a rob- 
bery who witnessed his girlfriend physically and mentally being vio- 
lated. 

Peter's choice not to allow this incident to ruin or rule his life 
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inhibited him from maintaining a relationship with Lindsay. Since 
Peter wanted so badly not to make this trauma a part of his life, this 
moved him further away from his girlfriend. They both had made 
decisions after that night, and they chose very differently. The rapist 
had taken something away from both of them, but Peter chose to 
fight this void internally and Lindsay chose to fight her void or unhap- 
piness with the help of others. Lindsay allowed her family and friends 
to understand her now as a different person. Peter maintained his 
persona as he was before this incident. The best way for me to de- 
scribe the difference between Peter and Lindsay is through another 
quote taken from her statement. "Now, because of Dec. 2t’ t , I am too 
scared to smile at peop!e...the last thing I want to do is attract atten- 
tion to myself...and 1 really miss it... I pray that someday my ability to 
believe that people are innately good comes back...my mom always 
told me that 1 looked at the world through rose colored glasses...your 
honor... My glasses are no longer rose...” She no longer looks at people 
as she once did. She doubted the positive aspects she found in people. 
Peter did not have this reaction; he would not allow himself to think 
this way. He did not want to admit that he was affected. 

The factor of finding support for each of them caused friction 
in their relationship as well. For example, one of Peter’s friends from 
school had found out about this horrible incident from her aunt who 
worked at a news station. Knowing that her niece went to Provi- 
dence College, she was able to find out the names of the anonymous 
students who were abducted. Peter was appalled that his friend 
knew that he was involved in the story. Since this was such a good 
friend of his, why could he not tell her himself? If she had not been 
informed on this matter from her aunt, then she would never have 
been notified by Peter. Lindsay, on the other hand, would have told 
her. She wanted her friends to be let into her world. She wanted the 
support and felt that this was the only way for her to get through the 
pain. Peter did not want his friends to feel this pain that both he and 
Lindsay felt. Shortly after Christmas, they both discussed how they 
would handle this when they returned to school. Would they tell their 
good friends or keep it a secret? Lindsay had wanted her friends at 
school, her friends from home, and her teachers to know. Peter re- 
fused this way. He could not understand why she would want more 
people to know. He did not want all of his encounters with his friends 
to be therapy sessions. He did not want his friends to feel forced into 
pitying him, and he did not want sympathy. Lindsay, however, did 
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not loot? at support from her friends as being pitied. She needed 
the support and wanted it. She did not want her life to be exactly 
as it was before December 21 st because she was not the same per- 
son. She was not allowing other people to make her feel worse 
about herself, but instead needed them to help cure her. Peter 
knew that his friends could be part of the healing process, but he 
knew that they would be hurt too. The lowed ones in his life would 
feel his pain and would feel sorry for him. 

*'lf someone were to ask me to describe myself today... I'd 
say that ‘I am part of an incredible family, that 1 am a rape victim, 
that I have good and bad days, and that I am real happy to be 
alive.... I still have ambitions to pursue acting..but, the last year has 
changed the way I think about life...l feel compelled to give back all 
the love and prayers that has come my way this last year...l want to 
reach out and help people who can’t help themselves...l’ve gone 
from only wanting to pursue an acting career...to seriously looking 
into non-profit work, counseling, and social work..” 

This is another segment from Lindsay's statement that sum- 
marizes the positive outcome from this traumatic experience. In- 
stead of allowing her defendant from taking everything away from 
her, she learned how to make it a part of her daily life and a new 
life. She allowed the loved ones in her life to help her and give her 
support. Although her initial reaction was to let the incident take 
over her life, she learned how to make it a part of herself and to 
deal with her being a new person. 

Months after being traumatized, she created this lengthy 
statement which showed the changes she dealt with, and how her 
choices have made her into a strong person. Peter and Lindsay 
have remained friends throughout this horrible experience but lead 
completely different lives as a result of it. Peter did not let the de- 
fendant affect his life externally or his family and friends life. Lind- 
say has let it alter her life for the better. Peter did not let it alter his 
life at all. She realized that she needed to become a stronger per- 
son from this experience and to let the loved ones in her life under- 
stand why she is a changed person. In their individual ways, they 
have each acted as a hero. Lindsay is a hero for defeating the bru- 
tality that was placed upon her. Peter is a hero for retaining the 
normalcy he found in his life previous to the tragedy. 

Family and friends have shown support to each of them. 
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My family never forces my brother to speak of what happened, unless 
he wants to speak about it. His friends do not speak much about it to 
him because they know from Peter’s personality that he would rather 
not talk about it, especially since he never brings up the subject. They 
know that he would rather move on with his life. Lindsay’s friends 
understand her different approach and respect her tremendously for 
doing so. 

"From the day after 1 was raped, Peter only had one concern 
for me-always looking out for me, before looking out for himself- 
never talking about that night, unless I brought it up...by trying to 
help me, he lost sight of himself...it wasn’t until the beginning of May 
that Peter broke his wall down in regards to me...he finally admitted 
that December 21 st has taken a huge toll on our relationship and 
friendship...! truly believe when Peter looks at me he doesn’t see the 
incredible memories we’ve had together and the endless laughter, but 
rather sees the night that I was raped-l understand and truly believe 
that Peter made the right decision by not trying to be a "hero” that 
night...but I feel like those "what ifs” will always linger in his mind 
when it comes to me...’’ 


/ decided to write a major essay on this topic because it is a major issue 
which l have not dealt with as much as I should have. This incident 
happened before / started as a freshman at Lehigh, and after being here for 
almost 4 years, / see how common sexual assault is on college campuses. It 
Is just so important for college students to be aware of these issues and 
ongoing problems. / thought it was important for people to see the stresses 
and strains that result from such a tragedy but that with time and support, 
the victims can recover. 


, 


KIMBERLY BARTHOLOMEW 

A Woman’s Way 
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Side-view of the body-form 


CHRIS MUTCH 


October 1st 

Heartstrings sound a chord of loneliness 
Calling in the guard 
Because I feel you're under siege 
Every free moment contours itself 
Into your face 

Literary discussions that we used to have 

I know then that no one would ever be 

Quite as wise as you 

Refined like expensive chocolate 

Once the shell was cracked 

Vou could love for free 

Do you see how well I emulate you 

By hiding these morbid fears 

Are you proud of me? 

We can never show how soft we really are 

These lovely rogues 

Promises that all is beauty 

Beauty of medicine and rhythmic beeps 

It seems I’ve gained a grand perspective 

Realizations to a newborn mind 

Of Vour blood coursing 

Help me see clearly 

Because it also flows through my veins 

Holy blood of sternest virtue 

Cod is personified in your surgeon’s hands 

And it rs selfish to hold you to myself 

Endings Exist for all things 

And an instinct tells me 

This is ours 

No time for farewells 

To save their embarrassing prematurity 

But perhaps you should know 

Just in the very case 

That you leave this ephemeral world 

On this day 

That love consumes me more 
Than this foolish lump in my throat 
Permits me to say. 


FLORDELISA PEREZ 


7 - 29-02 

People lay there's more good than evil 
but sometimes 1 wonder. 

1 question that a lot, perhaps daily, 

1 question humanity, my purpose in life, my family, my friends and 
the choices I've made in my life. 

For the past year and a half I’ve been questioning my decisions. 
Have they been good? 

Have they been in my best interest? 

I don’t know. 

I don’t know what to think sometimes 
I'm so confused 

I'm feeling a mixture of emotions and feelings 
I feel trapped. 

1 don't feel like I’m growing or going anywhere. 

I've graduated from college and I've traveled. 

I've grown during the past four years 

But for the first time I can actually say I feel trapped. 

I was in an emotional relationship for four years that 
emotionally and mentally drained me in so many ways, 

I see things now I never saw before, 
things my parents saw and I tried to ignore; 

Maybe she was right: "...elements enter our lives to hurt us”. 

He’s hurt me and I’ve hurt him, 
with words that hurt. 

And sometimes what he has said stings? 

At times 1 start believing it and ! don’t know what to do. 

I’m better than that! 

I know I am. 

I deserve better. 

He called me all these horrible names, 
that was today, 

Well it seems like its everyday now. 

I hung up. 

I can’t take it anymore and neither can he. 

I don’t want to be selfish in all this, 
but it’s not fair to me, 

I feel that he’s made me do things or 
convinced me to do things that 1 don’t want to do. 


FLORDELISA PEREZ 


I have a new person in my life that I love deeply 

and want to beep in my life as long as he doesn’t hurt me. 

That is with words. 

Please don’t hurt me. 

I’ve given you my heart and so much more than I ever thought I would. 

I never thought this would happen, 
that I would feel as much as I have. 

I feel liberated and trapped 
Does that make sense? 

Liberated in a new future 
And trapped in the past. 

I can’t let go of the past, 

but today I think it is time to do so. 

The verbal abuse taken its toll and 
so have the double standards. 

I need to break away from a past that can no longer exist in the present. 
I need to let us go-let him go. 

I hope I live up to my word. 

I have to. 

This time I have to. 

It will make me stronger if I do. 

Keeping him in my life will make me weak. 

And I can’t afford that now. 

I don’t want it to affect what I have with Dan. 

And what I have with him is so much more important to me. 

What I have with him is very special 

and I don’t want to do anything to jeopardize that. 

I want us to last. 

I want my life to begin with him. 

I know I want to be with him. 

But I can’t rush this. 

I don’t want to mess this up. 

I don’t want to be foolish, 

but at the same time I don’t want to let go. 

We have to though. 

It tears me that next year we will go our separate ways. 


FLGRDELISA PEREZ 


At times ! seriously consider finding a job near him. 

But once again I think that will rush us. 

It won't work anyway because he will be touring and won't be around 

So I need to go to the Peace Corps and grow. 

1 need to move out. 

Staying at home is limiting my growth and my potential 
and my ability to continue to explore 
and (earn about myself. 

I love who I am when Pm with Dan, 

but with Hugo and with my family my temper worsens. 

So I need to escape, move on, move out, and grow. 

It's time! 

The time is today! 


KIMBERLY BARTHOLOMEW 

A Woman’s Worth 



Mid-section to upper-torso view 
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KAREN MANAHAN 

The Critic 

There is an imaginary reader perusing every seemingly insignificant line 
V ve ever etched onto paper* 

A silent critic whose up-raised brow says more to me 
than, i( B+,„good effort but you’re mixing your metaphors,” 

This critic is human, it seems, but changes form, gender, race- 
leaving me confused and perpetually judged. 

I cannot write without this omniscient being 

finding my scraps, my journals, the napkins, the backs of tests 

my face, my hands, my eyes, my silent mouth. 

This presence is more than suffocating, more than debilitating, 

U/hat private thoughts can I give voice to 

without a pervasive fear of judgment, retribution, reaction? 

These thoughts are thus contained, 

forced to lie semi-dormant in the recesses of my inquisitive, questioning mind. 
But they wilt not remain semi-dormant. 

Rather they will explode into a passion of action, change, reform. 

The glass box I have been smashing my made-up face against, 

pounding these bound and manicured hands against 

will shatter into a billion reflective pieces of freedom 

and 1 will stand, raw and bloodied, basking in an open fight for equality, 

relishing my first ever introduction to a nameless, faceless, raceless 

critic. 
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She took a deep breath, trying in vain to swallow great gulps 
of air in between her coughing. Her sneakers were covered in 
McDonald's; she could see that the culprit this time was a nearly 
whole chicken mcnugget that had gotten caught in her throat. The 
grass around her was yellow and brittle; she had thrown up here 
many times before. Taking another steadying breath and dragging 
her shoes in a clean patch of grass, Anne got ready to continue her 
run. She was embarrassed by the fact that she had only been able to 
do five miles today. It seemed like it was getting harder and harder 
to run which made her incredibly angry at her inadequacy, her 
weakness. 

It had been a particularly bad night. In reality, it had been a 
particularly bad last couple of years, but tonight had been terrible. 
Her parents had spent all night fighting again, mostly about her 
brother, money, all of which was of course nothing new. Nor was it 
any different that Anne had played mother and mediator to her 
brother and parents. She had been playing this game for four years 
now, since she had been twelve but it hadn’t always been this bad. 
There was a time when Anne could still talk to her parents and have 
them listen, have them care about the pain she herself was going 
through. Now, when she tried, the words never came out right, or 
really they never came out at all. She never gave them the chance 
to disappoint her again. How could she let them know she wasn’t the 
perfect child they kept telling her she was, they kept telling her she 
had to be? ‘I will be perfect,' she thought, ‘I have to be.’ 

It was pitch black as she stepped back onto her big, blue- 
painted porch and began to stretch. Her dad’s car was gone, which 
was a relief, and every light but her own and her mother’s was out, 
probably for the night. After grabbing a glass of water from the 
kitchen, Anne ran up the stairs and checked in on her brother. He 
had moved from the attic into Mark’s room, which was on the sec- 
ond floor with her own and her mother’s. 'I wonder if it's karma or 
choice,’ she mused. Mark had moved out two years ago, after raging 
vicious battle with their mother and swallowing 67 Advil. Scott, 
Mark's best friend and neighbor, had come by the house after seeing 
the missed call on the ID to find Mark crumpled on the kitchen floor. 
He had been rushed to the hospital to have his stomach pumped, 
and then sent to another kind of hospital where he was watched day 
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and night for two months, until he was out of ‘the danger zone.’ Anne 
had been the only one allowed to visit him, and she had written to 
him every day. He told her how he wasn’t allowed to even use the 
bathroom by himself; he had no control over anything in his own life. 
Now, here was John, sleeping in Mark’s bed, in Mark’s room, and Anne 
compulsively hid every medicine and counted every knife before she 
left for school and before she went to bed each night. She could have 
played dumb, been blind to the consuming depression he was in the 
midst of, but that was not her nature. Besides, that’s not what a per- 
fect sister would do. A perfect sister would pull him out of this; she 
would see them all safely out of this. She saw herself as the only tie left 
that bound them all together, and rather than hide herself in the 
commonplace activities of a normal twelve year old, she had em- 
braced this decision, this role. 

John was sleeping. This wasn’t new but at least she could see 
him breathing, the even rise and fall of his chest telling her it was 
natural and peaceful. Anne closed the door quietly behind her and 
headed for the bathroom. She could do this nightly ritual without any 
thought now. First to the toilet where she would throw up any re- 
maining food in her system, which was never much since she mostly 
only pretended to eat. Then she would rinse out her mouth, always 
waiting to brush her teeth until after her bath, since the acid would 
only be brushed into the enamel and she couldn’t afford to have yel- 
low rotting stains. Finally she would crawl into bed, check over her 
homework for fifteen minutes, then read until every ugly memory of 
the day was a blurry haze of Shakespeare, Calvin and Hobbes, Shape 
magazine, and finally, sleep. If it weren’t for the nightmares sleep 
would be the best part of her life. 

She was not alone in her pain - hundreds of thousands of 
other girls suffered through this, and Anne also had her best friend, 
Christie. She was the only one that bnew just about everything that 
went on in Anne’s life. What Anne could hide from everyone else she 
could not hide from Christie; she always knew it was better not to hide 
things from her. Christie, however, didn’t know about the throwing 
up, or the running after practice and again late at night if her parents 
were fighting again, or simply if the dismal future seemed too oppres- 
sive to allow her a peaceful moment. She could not let anyone take 
this pain away from her, and that’s what Christie could do. She had 
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been well versed in the ideas of the twentieth century. Women were 
meant to be possessed. They were meant to be beautiful. They were 
meant to bear children. Then, they were meant to be left for a 
younger, thinner version of this empty vessel. If you wanted to beep a 
man, be successful, be respected, you needed to look the part. She 
bought into it, but it was her choice. She bnew quite well of two op- 
tions: accept that you will be left, or, never give a man any reason to 
leave. Who can leave perfection? Hadn’t she seen this with her own 
parents? The surprise on the collective face of the community at her 
parent’s divorce only served to reiterate this idea. Christie was the 
only person she bnew who was not swallowed up by this, and Anne 
loved it. She tried to mimic her indifference to the “twiggy” model, or 
the flippant remarks of “stupid high school boys.” Every once and 
awhile she felt she had succeeded. But her home life made perfection 
difficult to ignore. Somebody has to hold life together, and it's cer- 
tainly easier when your family is your harbor, not your storm. 

Tonight, her ritual was different. Lately it had been harder 
and harder to run, to walk, to eat... even to throw up. It had come so 
easily in the beginning, as if her body accepted fully what her will in- 
tended for it. Shoving her finger down her throat and pressing hard 
on the gag reflex, she felt her stomach heave, but there was nothing 
left. Furious at her body for denying herself her release, her controlled, 
personal, palpable pain, she rammed her finger harder and deeper 
again and again a conscious violation of her own body, feeling a sich- 
ening satisfaction in knowing she was in control, all of this was her 
own. Suddenly, the fluorescent lights flew from sight until all that she 
saw was a deep, rich, enfolding black. She had passed out. Her head, 
first colliding with the toilet, had slammed onto the cool white tiles of 
the bathroom floor. By the time she began to stir, darb, red, blood 
began to pool around her. Here was her pain. Suffocating, numbing 
power that was tangible in the pool by her head. It was her blood, 
herself, warm, liquid, and slowly dying. Slowly Anne sat up, her satu- 
rated hair sticbing to her head, face, in her eyes, mouth. The pain was 
worse now; much worse- she felt as though she was aware of every 
separate fiber of this pain, every moment was a higher level of harsh, 
beautiful clarity. She loobed at her hands, covered in her blood. 

She was well-versed in the oppression of the twenty first cen- 
tury. She was a woman, an object. Granted, sometimes these objects 
broke through the rose-colored glass ceiling to achieve “unparalleled 
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heights of success." But looking at her bloody hands she knew the bro- 
ken shards left scars that would never heal- rich, childless, husbandless, 
aging beauties who had been respected more for looking the part 
than being it. And more times than not, they were replaced, no longer 
having, “what it takes to compete in this fast-paced world.” They 
should have just told them the truth- the world of men had no use for 
an older woman. Anne didn’t blame men for this- she knew quite well 
how women perpetuated this subjugation. Anne had bought into it 
mind body and soul, whether as a result of the pressures of her own 
life or simply the way she viewed the world to be. She had been ex- 
posed to this manipulation since birth, the teen culture making 13 
year old girls appear like pleasant forms of pure, unadulterated sex. 

And now, here it was the proverbial hook, line and sinber. She 
had allowed herself to buy into everything they had offered, from her 
blood through to her skin. It had never occurred to her that she might 
die because of it. She had attempted to stand, but fell once again to 
her knees, a victim of this need for perfection, this need to be what 
she was told to be, this need to have control of her own life. The blood 
was everywhere, a conspicuous symbol of the tragedy that Anne had 
helped to create. Her mother was a nurse, and there was a phone 
right down the hall. Help was there for her. But she couldn’t tell any- 
one, couldn’t even wake up the brother she protected to come pro- 
tect her. A crumpled anomaly, protecting all those around her but 
incapable of asking for the help that could save her life, and might 
help to save theirs. Getting help would take away the only control she 
had of her own life. She would become just libe Mark, left completely 
to the mercy of men in doctor's uniforms, left without her only escape 
from the relentless crushing battle that raged within her own family 
where Anne remained the only barrier between her family and com- 
plete annihilation. The lights began to fade again as Anne slipped 
further and further into unconsciousness, letting the rhythmic throb lull 
her into a sense of having finally made a decision entirely for herself. 
Finally, she dropped, splattering the blood that had collected beneath 
her, and lay there; the slow rise and fall of her chest making her faint 
appear peaceful and natural. Like a drugged sleep. 
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Feminine Minority 
September 1971 
169 women enrol! at Lehigh. 


1 wonder sometimes, if i have made a mistake, 

I wonder when I sit in the dim, majestic library, my woman's hips 
alien against the hard, wooden sides of my chair, 1 wonder as my fingers 
play over boohs not bought for female fingers - as my mouth takes in air so 
recently consecrated for male, and only male, lungs, 

I wonder every time 1 pass a portrait of some long-dead, deeply- 
honored professor, or a photograph of some quaintly-dressed students of the 
past For me, these pictures are all like the Mona Lisa - wherever 1 go, their 
eyes follow. They seem to be monitoring me, as though they were vigilant 
store owners and I dubious customer, wearing a coat with suspiciously deep 
pochets. 

They are afraid of what I will take away with me, when I go. 

Usually, they - those distinguished, bearded men, and those laugh- 
ing, smooth-shinned boys - are smiling, as they lounge in their elegant 
frames, up above me. But 1 feel strangely excluded, from their smiles, I thinh 
it is because I know that if they were living, now, those smiles of welcome 
would be wiped off their lips at the sight of me. As daughter, sister, or sweet- 
heart, I might be palatable, to them. But not as a scholar. Not as a scholar, 

I wonder every time 1 walk into a classroom, and people's eyes snap 
up in disbelief, as though the room were the heart of an Orthodox syna- 
gogue, and I, a woman, was walking amidst divine mysteries with my hair 
unbound I wonder every time a professor puts a faintly questioning note at 
the end of my name, expressing doubt not about the pronunciation of its 
tangled line of consonants, but about the rightness of my being there, at all. 
Surely, his voice implies, there has been some mistake? 

My joy in numbers is dimmed, in these moments. When I am alone, 
they bring nothing but delight. I can feel my mind, cool and slick and skillful, 
run over the equations, and disentangle their perplexities, as easily as a 
mother unties her children's shoes. There is no doubt, when I am alone. But 
when I am in the classroom - then, it is different. The uncertainty in the pro- 
fessors 1 eyes, the amused incredulity in the students' - these things make me 
doubt, A taunt from the third grade playground comes bach to me, in these 
moments - 1 remember that big boy with arrogant eyes and hands placed 
proudly on his hips, chillingly informing me that “girls just aren't good at 
math 
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1 wonder when l sit in the chapel as the disciples look mournfully 
down at me, from the bright beauty of their windows. The sanctuary is 
positively dizzy with windows *- pane! after panel after panel of male saints 
and male prophets and male leaders, all looking very holy, and wise. In vain 
have 1 looked for Mary- 1 am sure that she is there - it is just that I cannot see 
her. Like me, she is lost in a sea of men - a female needle in a male hay- 
stack. 

1 wonder sometimes, if I ought to leave, I never thought that I 
would say it but l miss high school I miss walking through halls that no one 
questioned my right to be in, I miss the certainty, and the ease, of knowing 
that I belonged where J was, and was welcomed, and respected, by those 
around me. 

And yet, something in me is compelling me to stay. Something in 
me whispers that it is right, that I be here. Something in me says, with a calm 
assurance I cannot deny, that it is not I who am resisting the natural order of 
things. It is them . It is not that i do not belong on a man’s campus - is that 
the very idea of a man’s campus doesn't belong, anymore. 

And so I sit in the chairs, and make them feel my weight - force 
them to accustom themselves to the contours of my woman’s body, I hold 
the books, cradling their spines in my woman's hands, smoothing their pages 
with my woman’s fingers, 

I meet the eyes of the long-dead professors, and the long-dead stu- 
dents, blank and suspicious within their gilt frames. They are just going to 
have to accept it - to accept me. To accept that the world has changed 
since they walked these halls that I now walk - sat where I now sit - did 
what I now do. That things are different, now. That 1 will not be haunted, 
by thoughts of their disapproval 

I stare down the mournful saints, smug in their paradise of stained 
glass. The heaven that I see, up there, in those panels, may be all male - 
male saints and male cherubs and male gods, but this campus - this campus, 
on whose earth I now stand, and whose air 1 now breathe - is different, it, 
for all its resistance, and all its reluctance, is not for men alone, any longer. 
Say what they will and resist as they might, 1 belong here, now. 

1 belong here. 


Holly Kent recently made the transition from English major (studying 
fictional people who never really existed) to History graduate student 
(studying people who actually did exist but are currently dead.) She 
dedicates her piece, with awe at their courage and gratitude for their 
strength , to all of Lehigh’s female pioneers. 
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